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until the night of the third day. Meanwhile Allard ploughed
through the snow to question Kerstholt and the post-
mistress. He sat late with Goof on the night of his coming;
in the morning Sophie visited them and they went over the
ground again. After luncheon, at a time when they knew
the Baroness would be sitting in the smoking-room, toast-
ing her feet and reading the Handekblad, Allard, a little
nervous because he was attacking his former governess,
and Goof, a little embarrassed to find himself a guardian
of morals, were led by two women, who laboured under
no such handicaps, across to the Castle. The snow was
thawing fast. They heard nothing as they came but the
squelching of their own feet. Goof was irritated by the
weight of his sister-in-law's boots and the determination
of her legs. Why Allard had married so much muscle, he
had never understood. Like a great mare in a cart, he
thought, walking behind her.
Julie had lunched with her mother alone—the Baron
having ordered cheese and claret in his office—and had
afterwards gone with her into the smoking-room. The
long, high-ceilinged room was darkened by its verandah
which, though pleasantly used in summer, was now but a
shoot for the thawing snow. From time to time a wedge
of snow would become detached, rush with the sounds of
a broom and a muffled drum over the roof, and fall, hissing,
into the laurel bushes.
"Don't roam about, Julie. There's nothing to see from
the window that we haven't seen a thousand times before.
Throw some logs on the fire and be comfortable	Would
you like a sheet of the Handelsbladl"
Julie seated herself at a little distance from the fire, in a
position from which she could see the silvery sky and the
bare tree-tops above the laurels. She heard the moisture
whistle in the logs and their bark peeling away, tranquil
sounds that plumbed her own tranquillity. The shining of
the laurels and the afternoon twilight of this familiar room
had fallen into the past. Nothing that happened here could

